FEET OF CLAY

But on the ^morning of the removal Jacqueline, who was not normal!
subject to this form of illness, was attacked by an appalling migrain
whose origin was clearly psychological, but none the less painful for tha
Gabriel/3 said Jacqueline in an exhausted voice, "I'm going to as
you to come to the Avenue de Messine. I'm sorry about it. I know tha
it won't be very agreeable for you; but I'm really too ill and it's gc
to be done. And then, when it's all over, we shall never speak of i
again, never again/' she said with a vague gesture which promise*
every concession for the future.

Gabriel very nearly refused out of hand, and told her that she migh
have chosen another day on which to be ill Nevertheless, he force<
himself to be kind.

"All right/' he said, "Til come."

Jacqueline was extremely grateful to him for his understanding.

That very morning, very early indeed, Baron Schoudler had made j
detailed inspection of the rooms which had once formed the apartmen
of Francois and Jacqueline; he had searched every drawer and re
moved every object, as well as many of the papers, which he though
should remain in his possession, including his son's pearl studs.

Therij instead of going to the bank, as he normally did, the old gian
had shut himself up in his study on the first floor, and given orders thai
he was not to be disturbed on any pretext whatever.

When Gabriel and Jacqueline arrived, the removal men were already
there. Jacqueline gave the necessary orders and then went and la)
down on her old bed with a compress on her forehead. She seemed tc
be living in a black fog streaked with gold circles, and every word
every sound, echoed painfully behind her temples. She wonderec
whether she were not beginning some serious illness. Yet, at the same
time, she had a vague feeling that these pains were masking the emotior
this furniture-moving aroused in her, and prevented the resurgence ol
memories that were too cruel. "Poor Gabriel, how kind he is/' she
thought.

'* Poor Gabriel," his lips pursed, his brow furrowed, was supervising
the packing of the books and ornaments in the next room, for there
were no large pieces of furniture to move.

From time to time he asked for instructions through the open door.

**The white china lamp?"

**No> that stays/' Jacqueline answered weakly.

Jacqueline could see that white lamp, wh^n was only three paces
away from her, as it had been, lit, in the distant past. How many even-
ings, how too few evenings, Francois and she had sat by its light! And
now* Jacqueline thought that there well might be another lamp in the
Rue de Lubeck for Gabriel and herself, and perhaps another at Mau-
glaives* And she pulled the wet bandage down over her eyes, because
the thought of a repetition of happy hours made her tears flow.
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